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came divided as to their identity, the long-
ing for life which we all possess so strongly
surged up into my brain, driving me nearly
crazy with excitement, and hope, that takes
so much killing, rose again within me.

Still we were doubtful. We could see
as they came nearer that they wore Khar-
kee, but the uniform worn by the Jubraj's
men was almost identical with that of the
Ghoorkas. We sounded our bugle, and it
was answered by the advancing party ; but
then we remembered the Manipuri bugle
call was the same as that of the 43rd
Ghoorka Rifles, to which regiment Captain
Cowley belonged. We got out our only
pocket-handkerchief, tied it to a stick, and
waved it about, but we could not see
whether that signal was returned or not.
The time which had elapsed since they were
first sighted seemed hours ; it was in reality
only a few minutes.

Gradually they advanced nearer, running
up the hill as fast as they could, and then